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THE 


PENITENT 
_PARDOND. 
| Psaxa LM the SIXTH 


The ARGUMEN r. 


This Piece is reckon'd the firſt of the Penitential 
P/alms, in which David complains of a very 

. ſore and grievous Diſtemper, which may be ap. 
' ply deither to a Sickneſs of the Mind, or a Diſ- 
eaſe of the Body, tho it is very likely that he 
laboured under both. He takes notice of ſome 
People about him who watched for his Death, 
in hopes to ſtep into his Throne; but he, is confi- 
dent that upon his Repentance; God will reſtore 
him to * H. ealth, to the utter Diſappointment 
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Penitent Pardon d. 
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PSALM the SIXT EH. 
EA R, Mighty God, the humble Suppliant's 

I faint——oh hear, and pardon cer I dic; 0 

Wild and diſtracted with my Sins I flee, 

Thou Great Phyſician of my Soul, to Thee: | 


A 3 ] 


The Penitent Pardon d. 

I know my Follies muſt thy Anger move, 

Chaſtiſe me, but chaſtiſe me in thy Love; 
Oh let thy Wonted Mercy take my Part, 

Vextdare mh bones, mäbreken-—uh) Heart, 


D 8 _ how my Foes cxulting in their Pride, | 
Watch for my Ruin, and my Fate deride ! 

— Muſt thoſe Ingrates their cruel Triumph have? 

Is there no Hope, no Refuge but the Graye? 
Alas, ſhould ] reſign my parting Breath, 

What Tribute can accrue to thee from Death 
Will the dark Vault thy wondrous Acts proclaim! ? 
Or empty Silence ſing thy Glorious Name? 
Where cold and pale the ſenſeleſs Carcaſc lies, 
And all Remembrance of thy Bounty dics. 


AH whither ſhall I turn? the irkſome Day 
Rolls tedious o'er my Head, and creeps away, 


And 


The Penitent Pardoid. 7 
And yet my Griefs which ſhun the hated Light, 
Can find no Eaſe, no Comfort from the Night z 
Kind Sleep, which ſets all other Wretches free, 
Seems to abhor my Couch, and flies from me; 
All drown'd in guſhing Tears Itrembling go, 
Or penſive lie a Monument of Woe ; 
Alas how chang dall Comelineſs is fled, 
No ſprightly Ardour plays around my Head, 


Deep eating Care has furrow'd up my Face, 
PFE 

Oh hear ail, Yue, By r 

Nor is it yet too late to bid me live ; 

One kind reviving Word will ſct me free, 

I beg, Great God, to live, that I may live to Thee. 


H E hears, he hears, go bear the Tidings round, 
My joyful Heart ſprings forward to the Sound; 
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He hears, and he forgives; away, be gone 

Ye empty vain Pretenders to my Throne, 
Blaſted are all your Hopes, your little Triumph done. 
From vf Nil Gticious God my Safety roſe, 


From God, who keeps his Vengeance for my Foes. 


Z 


THE 


— 
1 
o * 
F 
' * 
* . 
! » # . 
* 
* . 

* 

- = % + 

* 
L151 * q . 
3 4 * 
1 1 4 © 
» » * 
k q TY 6 * \ d 
: S A w% D - # A 
= n 
* 
- 


ty Second. 


1 


Pſalm the 


ay 


The ARGUMEN T. 


This Pſalm was written by David, and deſigned by 
him to be conſtantly ſung on the great Day of 
| Expiation, when a general Confeſſion of Sin was | 
made by the whole People. | 
[ts Deſcriptions are bold and lively, and of all the 
Pſalms it is one of the moſt Inſtruftive : The 
Reader will on one hand ſee the inexpreſſible Hor- |— 
ror and Confuſion, which attend a wicked Man P 
who endeavours to hide his guilt from God, 
and is too ſtubborn to confeſs and beg Pardon; 
and on the other hand he may obſerve, what 
inprifng Eaſe aud Comfort flew from Repen-| 
tance and an humble Confeſſion of our Iniquities. F* * 
In the laſt place, he will meet with ſome Rules 
laid down for the Conduct of Life, which will 
make him eaſy here, and happy hereafter. Thr 
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O W happy is the Man, how calm his Breaſt, 
Whoſe peaceful Conſcience lulls his Soul to 
reſt ! 


Thrice happy, when the dang'rous Storm is o'er, 
And his Good God reſents his Crimes no more; 
hen Heavn is reconcil'd, its Anger paſt, 


And the long wiſh'd-for Pardon's ſeal d at laſt! 


How 


12 The INSTRUCTOR: 


How fierce the Fire, how dreadful is the smart, a 
When unrepented Sin conſumes the Heart! A 
Too well I know the wretched Pain, who wry'd * 
To huſh my Conſcience, and my Crime to hide : _s 
More filly I, and fooliſh. who belicy'd 10 

| Guilt could be ſtifled, and my God deceivd; 2 
But oh, too ſoon the vain Deſign I mourn d, 
Good Heay'n with what a Twinge the Thought re. 
turn d! fee 
How did it pierce, and fly thro' ew ry Part ? vp 
How did it rage, and ſtab me to the Heart ? Tu 
Fear and Amazement in my Looks were ſeen; fer 
My very Bones came ſtarting thro' the Skin: Ane 
Hell, Hell was in my Breaſt—— 
By Day for Refuge I to Buſineſs fled, | 1 n 
And with Affairs of Moment fill'd my Head g 18 
But oh! in vain ! plung'd my ſelf in Care ; 4g 
| oa 


The ſtinging Guilt purſu'd and rack d me there. 
What 


Te- 


What 


The INSTRUCTOR T3 


What ſhould I do? my eaſy Couch I preſt, 

And thought that gentle Sleep would give me Ret z 
Sleep would not, could not come, the ſilent Night 
Enlarg'd my Crime, and gave it all to Sight : 

From ſide to ſide I turn d, I rav'd, I toſt, 


And wiſh'd my very Senſe of Being loſt. 


So when a Lion wounded from afar, 
Feels in his panting Side the quivering Spear; 
Upward he ſprings, then rolling on the Ground, 
Tugs at the broken Shaft, and licks the Wound; 
Fev'riſh he flies, he ſecks the cooling Shoars, 


And mad with Pain, the lordly Savage roars. 


BLEST was the Time, and happy was the Day 


When firſt my Reaſon reaſſum'd its Sway ; 
'Twas then with ſhame I view'd my Conduct paſt, 


I loath'd, I mourn'd, and own'd my Crime at laſt ; 


Proſtrate 
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14 The INSTRUCTO R. \ 


Proſtrate on Earth before my God I lay, 
And in a flood of Tears diffoly'd away; b 
And, oh! theſe Tears, ſaid I, ſhall never ceaſe, |} 
Till thy all-gracious Hand has ſign'd my Peace. 

He heard, he ſaw, and willing to forgive, 


He pity'd, nay, he kindly bid me live. 


] 

\ 

\ 

\ 

Then, then I felt a ſudden Tranſport riſe, I 
Spring in my Heart, and lighten in my Eyes: B 
From my charm'd Soul I baniſh'd evry Care T 
All Heav'n ruſh'd in, and took poſſeſſion there. N 
3 » 

C 


YE Sons of Tfraet, who with juſt Accord, 


Obey his Precepts, and adore the Lord, H. 
Would ye thro Storms of Life in ſafety ride? | V 
Let then your King's Experience be your Guide; Fr 
Submit with Pleaſure to your Maker's Sway, | Br 


Loth to offend, and willing to obcy : 


Not like the unthinking Mule, or ſluggiſh Horſe, 
Which wants the goring Spur to win his Courſe, | 
For manly Reaſon ſhould in Good rejoice z 

Whilt ſacred Love, not Force, directs its Choice: 
When e er from Virtue's Precepts ye depart, 


When e'cr ſome fav'rife Vice has ſtain d your Heart; 
Let nota Day eſcape, one Moment roll, 

Bur drive the dire Contagion from your Soul: 
Timely againſt the lurking Ill provide, 

Nor vainly hope the latent Guilt to hide 

Dread an all- ſeeing God, his Wrath aſſuage; 
Confeſs, repent, and deprecate his Rage, 

His Rage which bids the angry Tempeſt riſe, 

Works up the Waves, and blackens all the Skies; 
From whoſc broad Hand the gather d Waters flow, 
Burſt o'er the Sinner's Head, and drown à guilty 
World below. 
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BE wiſe, my Sons, with humble Reverence bend; 
In Heav'n confide, and make your God your Need * 
Let a falſe Joy the Sinner's Heart deceive , 
Chuſe ye the Sweets which Innocence can give; k 
In Virtue's Paths your happy Hours employ, 

No Fears, no Terrors {hall your Peace deſtroy, 
Bleſs your good God, and clap your Hands for Joy. 
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DISTRESS: 


Pſalm the Thirty Eighth. 
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The ARGUMEN T:. 


This Pſalm was likewiſe written by David, when 
he was affiifted with an ulcerous Diſtemper, 
which had broke out on all Parts of his Body ; 

and at a Time when he labour d under a tronble 
of Mind for ſome ſecret Sin which he had com- 
mitted; which he humbly confeſſes, and for 
which he ſincerely repents. He very finely ſets 
forth the unhappy Condition even of the greateſt 
of Men, who are ſure in their Mi:fortunes, not 
only to be puſb'd at 2 _ Enemies, but to be 
forſaken by their 7 

ws 
He comforts himſelf # 5 7 Merge Wrrcy and Loving- 


Kindneſs of Cd —5 ) wiſely concludes, 
that in him, and him ve cant juſtly confide. 
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XH endleſs Source of Woe! ah fatal Smart 
Which inward burns, and preys upon my 
Heart ! 


Bent down, and doubled to the Earth lie, 
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Oh frown not, Mighty Being, or 1 die; 


B 2 


20 


The DISTRESS. 
The Stings of Guilt my conſcious Thoughts con- 
88 ? 2 ee, ge 

And plant a thouſand Daggers in my Soul; 

The ſad Extremes of IIl are juſtly join d, 
A fev'riſh Body, and a tortur'd Mind : 

I merit all thy utmoſt Rage can do; 
Ves, I deſerve it all, and feel it too. 

Oh ſec, moſt mighty God, behold the Wound 
Which — my Soul, and bows me to the Ground; 
Sore fiery Boils break out on cv'ry Part, 

They flame, they ſhoot, they ſting me to the 
I Heart ; 
From whoſe hot Plague, a noiſome Stench pro- 

| ceeds, | 

Whilſt all th infected Carcaſe burns and bleeds; 
Oh loathſome to myſelf oh foul Diſgrace ! 
Where ſhall the wretched Davzd hide his Face ? 


1 


The DISTRESS” ar 


Tho' one vaſt Sore o'er all my Fleſh is ſeen, 
Yet oh, I mourn a greater Ill within; 
The Cauſe, the fatal Cauſe ſtill hits my Sight, 


It haunts my Thoughts by Day, my Dreams by 


Night: | 
Wretched, nay very wretched let me be, 


What other can my Sins expect from thee ? 


War heaves my ſwelling Heart with Sorrows 
preſt, | 

Why does it pant, and flutter in my Breaſt? 
What would thou ſay, my Heart, or how expreſs, 
How tell the piteous Tale of thy Diſtreſs ? 
Be huſh'd, fond Thing, and let thy Sighs alone, 
Too well thy Follies, and thy Griefs are known 3 
He knows, he knows thee all, he ſecs thee through, 
Ah, as he ſees, would he but pity too! 
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22 The DISTRESS: 


I thought in my Diftreſs ſome Fricnds to find, 
If Courts have Friendſhip, or if Vows can bind 


But Vows are light as Air, and flit away, 


And the falſe Makers are as light as they: 
Careleſs they hear my Groans, and mock my Toil 
Safe at a diſtance they look on, and ſmile. 
Oh cruel! how have ye my Heart deceiv'd ? 
How have ye ſworn, and how have I believ'd ? 
That I have ſinnd againſt my God, is true; 
But ſay, unkind, what have I done to you? 
Oh thou moſt Glorious Being, good, and jus, 
In whom alone my Soul can ſafely truſt z 
By all forſaken, to thy Throne I flce, 
From a falſe World I turn my Eyes to thee ; 
For thou art Fricnds, and World, and All tome. 


SEE how my Focsin proud Deriſion ſtand, 
And bleſs the angry Tokens of thy Hand ! 


Joyful, 


The DISTRESS 23 
Joyful, they think the happy Time is come, 

To which my way ward Fate has fix d my Doom. 

A thouſand Schemes, a thouſand Plots they frame, 
To blaſt my Honour, and aſperſe my Fame: | 
Food for a Day ſome new-coin'd Lye is found, 011 
And the malicious Whiſper walks its round. 

Let the ſham Patriots of their Virtuc boaſt, 

And talk to gaping Crowds of Freedom loſt; 

With blackeſt Crimes my Government be charg'd ; 


My Virtues leſſen'd, and my Faults cnlarg'd : 
Calm and unmoyv'd the idle Tales I hear ; 
Inclin'd to pity, whom I ſcorn to fear. 

Ah! let not from ſuch Hands my Ruin be; 
Tis juſt that I ſhould die. but die by thec 


© thou great Ruler of the Realms above, 
Eternal Round of Mercy, and of Love; 
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24 The prisrRESS 


Look gently down, and pity the Diſtreſt 5 
; By Friends forſaken, and by Focs oppreſt; 
O pardon my Preſumption to believe, 


Bad as I am, that thou wilt ſtill forgive; 

From all my vile, my hateful Sins I turn, 

With Tears confeſs them, and in Aſhes mourn : 

O hear me, Glorious Being, and forgive, 

Heal, heal a broken Heart, and bid me riſe and live. 
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The ARGUMENT. = 


In this Y ſalm, David in a very moving Manner be- 


ails the Sin which he had committed with 
Bathſheba, and the Murder of Uriah. Havi 
s ſevere Judgment pronounced againſt him 
Nathan the Prophet, he humbleth himſelf be. 
fore God, and begs pardon with the loweſt Sub- 
miſſion. His Thoughts are tender and highly 


paſſionate, and carry in them an Air of that For- 


row and Compunttion which areneceſſary to form 
a juſt and acceptable Repentance : The whole 


Pſalm is work d up with great Piety and Devo. 


tion; and above all, the tender Concern which 
he expreſſes for his People, and for Jeruſalem, 
left they ſhould ſuffer for his F. 1 * the 
9 inimitabie. 
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n, But oh! 1 die when 1 thy Anger meet, 


de Proftrate I lay my Body at thy Feet; 3 
How can I dare to ask for a Reprieve? 3 
Muſt I ſtill ſin, and will my God forgive ? f 
Thy Juſtice cannot let thy Mercy flow, q 
Strike then, O ſtrike, and give the deadly Blow: | 


& mn 
er 


Do 


$$ Urn 


Do I ſtill live, and do live n 
The inexhauſted Tokens of thy Love? 


This unexampled Goodneſs wounds me more, 


Than c'cn the Wrath I merited before. 


© 1 1 am all a Blot, the fouleſt Shame 
Has ſtain'd my Scepter, and diſgrac'd my Name; 
A Name which once I could with Honour boaſt, 
But now——the Father of his People's loſt : 
Tho' in the Paths of Wickedneſs trod, 
vet ſure muſt not loſe thee all, my God: 1 
Some little Comfort to my Soul impart, 
I feel thee here triumphant at my Heart ; 
Tis thou alone canſt caſe me of my Pain, 
Thy healing Hand can blot out evry Stain, 
Can purge my Mind, and make the Leper clean. 
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URIAH. 29 


TH O' darkly thy myſterious Prophet ſpoke, 
Whilſt from his Lips, the fatal Meſſage broke, 
Fix'd, and amaz'd, I ſtood confounded whole, 
Too ſoon his dreadful Meaning reach'd my Soul; 

T hou art the Man——has fix'd a deadly Smart, 
Thou art the Man lies throbbing at my Heart. 


whate'er thy Anger can expreſs, | 


I am 


Nor can my Sorrow make my Follies leſs. 


RA IS p, and exalted to the firſt Degree, 
Thy heav'nly Will had made the Monarch free; | 


The fond Reſtraint of Man I ſcorn'd to own, 
But graſp'd the full Poſſeſſion of a Crown; 
Indulg'd in Eaſe, I rul'd without controul, 
And to its utmoſt Wiſh enjoy d my Soul: 


Vain 
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Vain Boaſt of Pow'r, which vaniſh'd.into Air, 


30 URIAH. 


Sinee I forgot the Lord who fix'd me there! 
Was it for this thou gavſt the Glorious Land, 


And thy own Flock committed to my Hand? 


Was I the Shepherd to go firſt aſtray, 


Till Innocence itſelf became my Prey ? 


Ah no, the Fault was mine, I ſtand alone, 
Be thine the Praiſe, who plac'd me on the Throne, 


The Guilt, the Folly, and the Shame my own. 


BEFORE my Birth the fatal Stain began, 
And growing Vice purſu'd me into Man, 
Too cloſe I follow'd where Inticement led, 
Andin the plcaſing Ruin plung'd my Head : 
How wretched is the Man, how loſt his Mind, 


: Whom Pleaſure ſoftens, or whom Paſſions blind! 
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URIAH 31 


I ſhould have met the Foc with equal Fires, . 
And bravely combated my own Deſires: 

t 6 oh too ſoon 1 fell, for Sin 

Had brib'd my Heart and made a Foe within : 

I broke thro all, tho' Conſcience did its Part, 
Conſcience the faithful Guardian of the Heart. 
How vile muſt I appear, how loſt a Thing? | 

The worſt of Tyrants, and no more a King ; 

O do not thou my abject State deſpiſe, 

But let my Soul find Favour in thy Eyes; 

Tho loathſome is my Crime, and foul the Stain, 


The humble Suppliant never kneels in vain. 


AMAZING Terrors in my Boſom roll, 
And damp the riſing Vigour of my Soul; 
'Tis Guilt, tis conſcious Guilt that ſhakes my Frame, 


That chills my Ardour, and benights my Flame; 


Ah 


R 1A 


Ah mighty God, vouchſafe thy quickning Ray, 
Drive from my Mind theſe gat ring Clouds away 


One kind Regard can give again the Day. 
If cer my artleſs Youth was thy Delight, 
, If cer my Soul was precious in thy Sight, 
If David ever merited thy Care, 
Reſtore me to my ſelf, and fix me there; 
Then let a thouſand gay Deluſions riſe, 
Let flatt ring Vice ſit ſmiling in my Eyes, 
Undaunted I will go my Faith to prove, 
Andgivemy God an inſtance of my Love; 
The bright Temptation ſhall befove me flee, 
And my untainted Soul ſhall reſt on thee. 
| I fear like Saul I have incurr'd thy. Hate, 


And as I fill his Throne, ſhould ſhare his Fate; 


Well Iremember how th' infernal Gueſt 


Tumultous heay'd, and labour d in his Breaſt; 42 


Amaz d 


d 


* 


Amaz d I aw his dreadful Eye- balls roll, 


Whilſt cold Diſmay hung ſhudd'ring o er his Soul; 


His frantick Rage ſubſided as play d, 

And Muſick's ſofter Pow rs the Spright obey d; 
That potent Harp which could the Fiend command, 
Now drops as uſeleſs from its Maſter's hand; | 


Eternal Torments in my Boſom rage, 


My fiercer Griefs no Muſick can aſſuage Ab iet 
Tis thou alone canſt ſuccour the Diſtreſt, 
And drive the ſullen Fury from my Breaſt. 

Wux N cer the horrid Deed 1 backward trace, 


My Soul rolls inward, and forgets her Peace, 


Waking I dream, and i in the ſilent Night 


A frightful Viſion falke before my sight; 3 


The pale Uriah walks his dreadful Round, 


He ſhakes his Head, and points to every Wound ; 
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| 34 URIAH. 


Oo foul Diſgrace to Arms ! who now will go 
To fight my Battles, and repel the Foe ? 

Who now to diſtant Climes for Fame will roam; 
To fall at laſt by Treachery at home? 

Unhurt the Coward may to Ages ſtand, 

The Brave alone can die by my Command ; 

Oh hold my Brain, to wild Diſtraction wrought, 
Iwill not, cannot bear the painful Thought: 
Oh do not fly me, for thy Mercy's lake; 

Turn thee, oh turn and hear the Wretched ſpeak ; 
 Evn Self-condemn'd thy kneeling Servant ſave, 


And raiſe a drooping Sinner from the Grave, 


SPEAK mighty God, and bid thy Servant live, 
Let my charm'd Ears but hear the Word Forgive; 
My joyful Muſe ſhall bear the Tydings round, 

Whilſt liſt'ning Worlds ſhall catch the gratcful 


Sound: 


Thus 


ful 


ws 
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Thus other Sinners ſhall obedient prove, 


And taught by me ſhall wonder at thy Love; 


My fim Reſolve ſhall their Example be, 
To place their Truſt and Confidence in thee, 


B y other Hands let the mute Herd be ſhin, | 


And on a thouſand Altars ſmoke in vain ; 
Theſe Tears my better Advocates ſhall be, 
No poor atoning Ram ſhall dic for me ; 

My Penitence ſhall act a nobler Part, | 

I bring a broken and a contrite Heart 

But oh, if ſtricteſt Juſtice muſt be done, 

If my relentleſs Fate comes driving on, 

I ſtand the Mark whatever is decreed, 

Be 1/74 ſafe, and let its Monarch bleed; 
On me, on me, thy utmoſt Vengeance take, 


But ſpare my People for thy Mercy's ſake : 


G-3 | Hs 


35 


Oh 


0. ̃ ̃˙ ˙ 

Oh let Jeruſalem to Ages ſtand, 

Build thou her Walls, and ſpread her wide Com- 
mand; 


So ſhall thy Name for ever be ador d, 


And future Worlds like me ſhall bleſs the Lord. 


THE 


The ARGUMEN T. 


This Pſalm was written by one of the Captives at 
Babylon, at the Time when the ſeventy Tears 
were expired, or were near expiring. He ſets 
forth the miſerable Condition to which he was 
reduced, and the ſolitary Life which he led, be- 
ing bereft of all Hopes of returning again to his 
Native Country: upon which, he very elegantly 
compares himſelf to a Pelican in the Wilderneſs 
being robb'd of her Toung ; for which that Bird 

is ſaid to have a more than ordinary Affection. 


He puts God Almighty in mind of his Promiſe 
| made by the Mouth of his Prophet, that he 
. would in ſuch a limited Time deliver his People 
ont of Captivity, and that they ſhould ſee Jeru- 

| ſalem rebuilt, and the Temple reſtor d; and ac- 
z \ cordingly the Arguments which he makes uſe of 
To induce Cod to perform theſe great Things, are 
| _ exceedingly well choſen, and very finely purſued, ' 
He concludes the Pſalm with à moſt exalted 
Prophecy of the Eternity of Chriſt's Kingdom, 
. f which the Eſtabliſhment of the Law, and the 
Worſhip at Jeruſalem upon the R eftauration „ Was 
to be a Type. | 
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| | pa the dark Dungeon, from the lonely Cal” 
Wherepining Woe, and endleſs Horror dwell: 
Vouchſafe, great God, theſe dying Sighs to hear, 
Liſten, oh liſten to the Captive's Prayer; 
C 4 Theſe 


- 


— 
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Theſe ignominious Chains my Silence break, 
Theſe galling Fetters bid the Mourner "WW 
Let this my ruthful Look, this matted Hair, 
Let theſe my hollow Eyes expreſs my Care; 
Theſe Eyes alas! their conſtant Stages keep, 
To lift their heavy Lids to thee and weep. 

All Reliſh of Delight, all Joy is paſt, 

My very Food grows nauſeous to my Taſte; 
Wither d like Graſs my ſapleſs Limbs are found, 
| Whilſt my dry ratling Skin hangs looſe around; 
Ev'n to myſelf a Spectacle I grow, 

And my whole Man's a Skeleton of Woe. 

Of Hope bereft, what Hand can give me Eaſe ? 
What Sound can charm me? and what Sight can 
| pleaſe? a. 

| Then welcome Chains, ſince Liberty is fled, 


Welcome my Fate, for Hope itſelf is dead. 


- 
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Thus picrc'd withGrief, and wilder d withDeſpair, 


The Pelican laments her tender Care; 


To every Wind her Sorrow is addreſt. 


When ſome rude Hand has robb' d her downy Neſt, . 


She tries the Brake, ſhe ſearches all the Plain, EY 
Often ſhe's heard to call, but calls in vain; 
She hangs her Wings, me hates the tedious Day, 


And penſive mourns the live- long Night away. 


5 x» 


1 


An! ſee from whence our pregnant Ruin gtows, 


And hear the haughty Language of our Focs : 

« Is then the Period of their Bondage paſt, 
And ſhall theſe Hebrew Slaves return at laſt? 
: Muſt then once more their boaſted Sion riſe, 
And wave its impious Banners in the Skies ? 


* Have they forgot the memorable Day 


o ; | 
- When all their ſhining Stores became our Prey ? 


* 


When 
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c When Ruin ſwept the Coward and the Brave; 
No Walls could ſhield them, and no Hand could 
fave; | bY 
_ © In vain their feeble God they now implore, 
Alas Egyptian Plagues ſhall come no more, ; 


Their wonder-working Moſes now is gone; 


* But——let the Fools dream on, and be undone. 


Bs 


HEAR this, great God, and let thy Anger riſe 3 


G 
Why ſleeps the awful Thunder of the Skies? B 
Is then thy wondrous Might ſo little known ? M 
Shall it be ſaid thy ſaving Pow'r is gone) | N 
Ah no! my God, it was at thy Command 80 
The Prophet ſpake it, and his Word will ſtand; Ne 
Ves, we ſhall ſee our lovely Sion riſe, Ne 
And lift its glitt ring Turrets to the Skies. | She 
What tho in Chains I draw my lateſt Breath ; To 


What tho' theſe ſtreaming Eyes ſhould ſet in Death, 
Thou, 
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Thon, Glorious Being, ſhalt be till the ſame, | 
And Ages yet to.come ſhall bleſs thy Name. 
Tho' now deſpis'd in foreign Lands we roam, 
Thy Voice will call the wandring Exiles home ; 
Feruſalem once more ſhall know her Lord, 

And thou ſhalt there be worſhip'd and ador d. 


On Sion ever lov'd, and ever dear, 
Great in thy Ruins, in thy Aſhes fair! 
How ſhall I ſpeak ? what Language can expreſs 
My quick, my tender Senfe of thy Diſtreſs ? 
Not Babylon in all her Pride ſhall be 
So fam'd for Beauty, or belov'd like thee 3 
Not tho' ſhe boaſts her mighty Triumphs paſt, 
Not tho' ſhe reigns the Miſtreſs of the Eaſt, 
Should her vaſt Walls to diſtant Ages ſtand, 
To ſhew the Greatneſs of the Builder's Hand 3 


Tho' 
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Tho high in Air her hanging Gardens riſe, 
And ſpread their wondrous Verdure in the Skies; 
Evin then thy Ruins, nay thy Stones ſhall be 


A lovelier, ſweeter Paradiſe to me. 


Look down, great God, for ever Good and Juſt, 


Look down, and ſee thy Sion in the Duſt ! 
: On her loſt State thy happy Influence ſhed, 
Kindly forgive, and raiſc her drooping Head : 
Converted Millions will the Deed approve, - 


Whilſt kneeling Crowdsſhall wonder at thy Love. 


Struck with the Sight our Heathen Focs ſhall ſtand, 


And trembling, dread the Thunderof thy Hand ; 
Ev'n haughty Babylon ſhall vaunt no more, 
But quit her Pride, grow humble, and adore : 


Our Songs the wondrous Story ſhall record, 


And Nations yet unborn confeſs the Lord. 


Hill 


S 
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O Extaſy of Thought! my lab'ring Soul | 
Exulting bids the lazy Minutes roll, 
She ln ſhe pants to ſee the glorious Day, 
When Fudah's happy Sons ſhall lead the way; 
Methinks I hear the happy Fuda#'s Song, 
Whilſt all the bright Proceſſion moves along; 
I ſee them leave proud Babylon behind, 
I ſee them give their Sorrows to the Wind; 7 
From Tribe to Tribe I hear the Shouts ariſe 
When firſt their Native Land alutes their Eyes; 
Proſtrate they fall, and eg they embrace, 
Whilſt Tears of Joy run trickling down each Face: 


Thy glorious Name in ev'ry Mouth is found, * 

The God, the Mighty God is heard around, 1 

Hills, Rocks, and diſtant Worlds return the grate ; | 
ful Sound'! 4 


THE crowding Populace with pious Care, 
Prepar'd by Faſts, and ſanctify'd by Pray'r z 
Begin 
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Begin the Work, the ruin'd Dome ſurround, 


Remove the pondrous Stones, and clear the Ground 3 

With joyful Shouts we ſee thy Temple riſe, 

Each growing Turret ſtrikes our wondring Eyes; 

In ample Glory ſhe revives again, 

And caſts a beamy Splendour o'er the Plain. 
„ Pricſts, in White array'd, thy Name invoke, 

With precious Gums thy loaded Altars ſmoke 3 

Remoteſt Nations to the Feaſt repair, 


Unload their Gifts, and pay their Homage there. 


RANG'D on the Mount the Elders ſhall be found, 


With all the comely Youth attending round 


Often they point to thy beloy'd Abode, ' 
Bid them look there, and wonder at the God; I; 
A God for ever bleſt, and ſtill the ſame, _ \ 

Loving, and kind, JEHOVAH is his Name; 0 


< 'TIw: 


d; 


ind, 


Tw. 


And the great Work be wrought at thy Command; 
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< 'Twas he, my Children, who your Fetters broke, 
He, he alone removd the galling Yoke : 

« Tell it ye Hills repeat it all ye Woods, 

Tell it ye Seas, proclaim it all ye Floods : 
Hail, hail the mighty Work with loud Acclaim, | 


And let our Childrens Children bleſs his Name. 


An whither does my wandring Fancy run! 
When will the Viſionary Muſe have done? 
My Soul foretels theſe mighty Things ſhall be, 
Tho' never, never to be ſeen by me. 
Should I be doomꝭd this Stage of Life to leave, 


And Death's cold Hand ſhould ſtretch me in the Grave, 


Yet till unchang d thy Purpoſes ſhall ſtand, 


Yet oh! my God, the God of all my Might, 


Give me to find this Fayour in thy Sight ! 


Snatch 


3 
' 

j 

, 

| 

7 


48 The/CAPTIVE: 


ö Snatch not, I beg, my flitting Soul away, * 


| 3 But give my Eyes to ſee that glorious Day! 


— — —¼ — 


Tho to weak Minds it may unlikely be, 
Yet what can be too hard, great God, for thee? 
Didſt thou not poiſe in Ait this wondrous Ball, 
And out of Nothing ſpeak this beauteous All? 
 Didſt thou not giye the Sun his quickning Ray, 

To flame around, and bleſs the World with Day ? 


— — 2 — — — ap— — . * 


By thee the lovely Lamps of Heay'n ariſe, 
Shine thro' the Gloom, and glitter in the Skies. 
What tho' the Race of Man (hall feel Decay? 
And like their-changing Garments melt away biz 
What tho' the flaming Sun ſhould loſe its Light, 
Shorn of its Beams, and ſink in endleſs Night? 
Tho' the rack d Orb ſnould in Confuſion lie, 
And all their fading Glories wink, and die; | 
Ev'n in the Cruſh of Worldsthy glorious Name 5 ] 


Shall till ſurvive, eternal and the ſame: 


No 
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75 
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No Time tothee can any Change impatt, ; 92 
For thou art all in all, and all in every Part. 


H E hears, he iſſues from his bright Abode, 


* 
I” OO” —= tr rr er — —p — -—- 


Riſe 1/ael, riſe, and hail the coming God; 

Safely conducted by his Heay'nly Hand, | 

Go forth, and follow to the Glorious Land. 

Angels lean down to fee the wond'rous Day, 

Whilſt Flow'rs unbidden ſpring to ſtrew the Way; 
Peace ſpreads her balmy Wings, no Noiſe of 5 ; 

Arms 155 

Shall break your Reſt, or fright ye with Alarms; 

Safe in your God your eaſy Hours biguile, 
Whilſt Milk and Honcy make your Paſtures ſmile. | | 

No more your Law, nor ſolemn Rites ſhall ceaſe; \ 


But ions Worſhip be confirm'd in Peace: 


No 3 Fix d 
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Fix d as the Earth's Foundations ye ſhall ſtand, 
Whilſt willing Worlds bow down, and own your 


dread Command. 
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SUPPLICATION: | 


Pſalm the Hundred and Thirtieth. 
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The ARGUMENT. 


| The violent Perſecution which David underwent, 
_ during the Reign of Saul, was the Occaſion of his 
Writing this Pſalm, by which we are inſtructed 


in the Nature, and Efficacy of Prayer, the 


Force of which conſiſts in a firm Confidence in 


God's gracious Promiſes, together with a pro- 


found and acceptable Humility. The pious Prince 
in this Poem declares the miſerable Condition to 


which the Tyranny of Saul had reduced him, 


and comforts himſelf in the Mercy and Power of 


God, which he declares to be ſufficient to relieve © 


Him. 


He confeſſes himſelf to be à great Sinner, and begs 


Pardon. He takes no Merit to himſelf upon the 
ſcore of any of his former good Actions; he does 
not look upon any one to be Perfect; he declares 
that no Perſon can be deſerving, but that even 


the moſt Innocent muſt be condemn'd, if God 


ſhould rigorouſly examine into their Actions. 


H 2 concludes this Pſalm with an Addreſs to the 


whole People of Iſrael, in which he tells them, 
that as it was for their Sins God had given them 
up to the Tyranny of Saul, ſo nothing was ſo 
likely to free them from their Calamities, as a 
ſincere and hearty Repentance. 
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SUPPEICATION. 
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UR1zD in Darkneſs, and oppreſt with Care, 
To thee, my gracious God, I bend in Pray'r 3 
Nor Pray'rs, nor Sighs can jealous Saul aſſuage, 
Save me, oh ſave me from the Tyrant's Rage! 
Friends I have none to take my injur'd Part, 


And ſure.no Soul like mine can plead Deſert ; 
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+ If Merit muſt my Interceſſor be, 


Voeoin are my wretched Hopes, and loſt in thee. 


Ax no! in ſuch a Light I ncer muſt ſhine, 
Let others claim Deſert, let Shame be mine; 
For oh ſhould'ſt thou inſpect the inward Part, 
And nicely weigh each Failing of the Heart, 
Should'ſt thou our vain and idle Actions 8 
And let thy rig rous Juſlice looſe on Man, 
The pureſt Mind can no Perfection boaſt, 
And ev'n the whiteſt Innocence is loft, 

B ur ſee, thy tender Mercy intervenes, 
Covers our Failings, and our Follics ſcreens; 
Mercy and Pity in thy Boſom move, 

And all thy Godhead ſtands — in Love, | 
Love, wondrous Love, the Fav'rite of thy Breaft, 


Love felt by too great to be expreſt. 


Core, 
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Con, mighty God, and take thy Seryant's pat, 
Come, mighty God, and triumph o'er my Heart; 

| Seize, take it all, and let the Wand'rer be | 
Cloſe knit in ſweeteſt Bonds to Truth and thee : 


* * — 97 & k LD” 
. 2 TE 4 
* 4 4 4 >. — . \ * 8 * 
„ 41 #4 FI PER. : - 4 * 8 f 
"4 * 8 * 2 « £ 1 * > . ” 1 7 
* . „ = 1 9 4 2 


Not ſo thy Prieſts Which in the Temple pray, 
Watch for the carly Bluſh of riſing Day, 


As my Soul pants and ſtruggles to be free, 
Full of thy wilt d Approach, and full of thee. - 


Come, mighty God, and take my in jurd Part, 
Oh come, arid'reign for ever in my Heart. 


On 1/41 mourn, like me, your Conduct paſt, 
Implore his Pardon, and his Bounty taſte ; 
All-gracious is the God in whom we truſt, - 
Mild, and forgiving, Merciful, and Juſt; 
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His Arm will ſtrike this grand Oppreſſor down, 


Confirm our 1/ael, and fecure the Crown; 
Thenhoftile Rage, and Jealouſics ſhall ceaſe, 
And the glad Land ſhall taſte the Sweets of Peace. 
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The ARGUMEN T. 


' + Abſolom, and was written at the time when 
1 David (to be ſure) was in the higheſt Concern, 
not only for the loſs of his Crown, but likewiſe 
4 for the unnatural wickedneſs of his Son; for 
1 Aboih he always had a moſt tender and affettjo- 
1 nate Regard. He confe es that his Sins might 
be very juſtly the Occaſion of his Misfortune, for 
which he humbly begs Pardon. He puts God 
Almighty in mind of his former Mercies to bim; 
and prays inthis his time of Need, for a happy 
Continuance of his Favour and Protection. 
David's Flight from Jeruſalem, his taking Shelter 


© the Night, and the dread he was in, leſt Abſolom 
ſhould immediately fall upon him; afford us a 
very fine Scene of Melancholy and Diſtreſs. 
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This Pſalm was occaſioned by the Rebellion of 


g in the Wilderneſs, the gloomineſs and horror of 
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, Pſalm the Hoxpazo and — Taiz. 
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4 Ouchſafe, my God, to lend a lift ning Ear, g 
- Pity the Exile, and regard my Pray'r; 18 
. [Let me thy ſweet, thy tender Mercy find, 885 
er And calm this dreadful Tempeſt in my Mind. 
4 | rage, I burn, I raye—my Son, my Son : 
4 And do I live to tell it:) drives me on, 

rom my own Child this wretched Flight accrues, 
he aged Parent flies, the Son purſues ; 
here ſhall I run ah whither ſhall I flic, 
here ſhall a wretched Father reſt and die : 


AND 
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AND yet the Fault is mine, my Sins I own, 


My hateful Sins have pull'd this Judgment donn: | 
From my loſt Scepter I with Juſtice fall, J 
Yes, Iam ruin'd—and deſerve it all; E 

Let do not, O my God, my Failings ſcan, 4 
Remember I'm that poor weak Creature Man; * 
Prone to do ill, and ſinful at the beſt ; A 
Nor can our ne ——— thy Teſt. D 
anner — V 

0 H the ungrateful Youth ! eternal Shame O 

Covers my wretched Age, and blaſts my Name; C 

| Diſgrace, and foul Diſhonour crown my Brow, A bs 
This Deſart is my only Empire now : Tl 
He minds not, hears not, ſees not my Diſtres, Di 
Or ſeeing would not wiſh my Sorrows leſs Ar 
Alas! he envies me this lonely Cave, Th 
And his fell Heart purſues me to the Grave. or: 
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YET oh! in ſpight of all this dreadful Scene, The 

Methinks ſome slimm ring Comfort ſhines within; $ 
art! Thy. 
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Thy nd gent lull my fainting Soultoreſt ; 
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Thy former Mercies in my Fancy roll, 
Crowd to my Thoughts, and brighten i in my Soul; 


Fix d with Surprize, and motionleſs Iſtand, 
And count the various Wonders of thy Hand : 


When on the rugged Bear I prov'd my Might, 


And dar'd the hungry Lion to the Fight; 
Did not my Maker on my Side engage, 
When young in Arms I ſcorn'd their utmoſt Rage ? 


on Dammins Plain when proud Goliah ſtood, 


Challeng'd our Captains, and defy'd our God 
Was not thy glorious Arm my Shield and Bow, | 
Thy glorious Arm which laid the Boaſter low ? 
Didſt thou not oft the jealous Sau/ aſluage, 


And kindly ſcreen thy Servant from his Rage? 


Thou did'ſt, thou did'ſt; from thee my Safety came, 
Gracious and good, and thou art ſtill the ſame; 
Alike thy Mercy will for ever be, 

The ſame thy Bounty and thy Love to me. 


Cox quickly to my Aid, thou welcome Gueſt, 
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My fainting Soul, like a © thirſty Land, 
Pants for the cooling Comfort of thy Hand:; | 
Oh haſte thee, do not ſtop, miake no Delay, 
How preſſing is my Danger] haſte away, 1 
Alas no Friend but thee can David boaſt, F 
And if my God i is abſent, Lam Joſt. 


How dreadful is the Gloom? ? ——— a murm' ring A 
Sound H 

Thro all the trembling Camp i is heard around 3 A 

Me ſtart at ev'ry Noiſe, and greatly fear, | 

We ſtart, and think that Abſolom is near. WA © - 
O guard thy little Flock this fearful Night, Th 
And give our Eyes to ſee returning Light; Th 
Let welcome News attend the Morning Ray, 15 
Smile on our Wimes, and reſtore the Day. Irn 
The Boy, th' ambitious Boy comes thund ring on, Thi 
And in his eager Fancy hunts me down ; Wh 
He, and his Rebels come, a num'rous Band, J * 


Snatch me, oh ſnatch me from the Traitor's Hand: 


0 | * 
© MM 
1 4 ;, £ 
' * > 
—_ 
1 * ; 
| \ * * : a N 
7 * 1 n 
_ 
b — L 
n | * * 


* 


2 Je 
9 


n, 


9 * . J. — = 
% — W 4 „ » * * * * * y - "<4 N 
* 1 * . "=_— 3 — 31 a LO EO \ - . = 
* * 4 EA AT 1.9% * N 2 Py 
Id of £ _ 4 . * 4 1 - - * a. 
\ 4 " 
od 


1 
* * 
* 
4 
* 
9198 2 
4 


Thy Miniſter I am, at thy Command 
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Where lies the Road of Safety, tell me where! 
For ſure Deſtruction muſt attend me here: 
To a good God, my only Hope, Iflee, 5 
Hope which can nel er be loſt when fix d on thee. 


On think what wondrous Honour muſt enſue, 

When Iſrael ſees its ſafety ſprings from you; 

How ſhall their Tongues expreſs the glorious Flame, 
How will both King and People bleſs thy Name ? 
Ariſe, great God, ariſe! thy Might diſcloſe, 

And pour out all thy Vengeance on our Focs; © 
In loudeſt Thunder let the Traitors ſee 5 
That Rebels wage an impious War with thee; 


1 took the Scepter, and I rul'd the Land; 
Thine i is the Cauſe in which our Swords we draw, 


Thine is the Cauſe of Liberty and Law : 4 
Where Juſtice beſt appears, let Conqueſt be, | 
And ſtrengthen thou the Arm which ſtrikes for thee. | 2 
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